EXTREMES MEET

that  filthy musk?     Why don't you  wallow,  you  fat
tapir?''

But Milton had as thick a skin as the pachyderm he
suggested.

" No time for baths, Skipper. Busy all day. Read my
reports. I only ask that. You'll find them hot, Skipper.
Hot. Very hot. They stink of information. Stink
of it!"

With this he made a sound against the roof of his
mouth as if in laying down on the desk before his chief
his notes of a day's investigations he had drawn the cork
from his own portentous and prepotent mysteriousness
and was pouring out the result

In spite of being boastful, pompous, dishonest, humour-
less, untruthful, vain, lecherous, cowardly, and in any
task that he was given hopelessly and impenetrably crass,
this product of a Maltese father and a Jewish mother,
who spoke half a dozen languages perfectly, another half
a dozen fluently, and half a dozen more well enough,
was the most fruitful agent that Waterlow possessed, for
he had assurance and cunning and what one had to call
luck, though in justice to Milton this was often a mixture
of his cunning and assurance. He had been sent out from
London in the early days of the organization strongly
recommended as a gallant fellow who had been wounded
at La Bass6e and who was too valuable a type to be sent
back to the front. He had arrived with a torn sheet of
paper, the other half of which had been sent to Waterlow
in the Legation Bag.

" Like a glove," he had boomed when it was proved
that the halves matched and that he was indeed the man.
Not that his new chief could ever have had the least doubt
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